12                   FEVER, FAMINE, AND GOLD
a tiny jewel in a setting beyond the ability of man to
conceive.
The sun had almost sunk behind the lofty cor-
dilleras. Beyond us towered the Peaks of Llanganati,
grim and forbidding, guarding in their fastnesses an
age-old secret that had kindled an enthusiasm which
was to carry us, without regret, through two years
of toil and hardship to a climax so strange I can
scarcely believe I did not dream it all